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Spit It Out 


I have been chewing gum for 
an hour—and I don’t like chewing gum. 
I was doing it today only to find out what 
a text meant. 

The text is 1 Peter 3:10, 11: “He that 
will love life, and see good days, .. . let 
him eschew evil, and do good.” 

What does it mean to eschew evil? The 
dictionary says eschew means to avoid or 
shun. What does it mean to shun evil? 

I decided to experiment with chewing 
gum. Not that it is wrong to chew gum. 
I thought of gum because the word eschew 
sounds so much like chew. If I had gum 
in my mouth and wanted to shun it or get 
rid of it, what would I have to do? 

I particularly wanted to find out what 
would happen if I tried to dispose of only 
a part of the gum. I have known some 
young people who try to give up only 
part of their sins. 

So holding back part of the gum with 
my teeth, I pulled on the rest—and I 
didn’t get rid of any of the gum! That 
gum stretched and stretched as long as my 
arm, and when I was through, I had as 
much gum as I had at first. People who 
try to get rid of sin the same way have the 
same result. They give up some TV pro- 
grams they shouldn’t watch, but go on 
watching other bad ones. They stop going 
to movies as often as they used to, but still 
go occasionally. They give up some bad 
habits, but still cling to one cherished sin. 
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All too soon they are back sinning the 
same as before. 

I tried another method. I took the gum 
out of my mouth—but I didn’t throw it 
away. I played with it. Can you imagine 
the mess I got into! 

It made me think of a woman I gave a 
few Bible studies to. After a week or two a 
friend of hers told me not to go back! 
“She’s upset,” he said. “She’s even sick, 
and it’s your fault.” My fault, indeed! No. 
I had only shown her that she needed to 
give up some sins. She wasn’t willing to 
let go of them. The result was that her 
thoughts were in as big a mess as my chew- 
ing gum was. 

Finally I tried one more way to get rid 
of the gum. I remembered standing on the 
porch of the dining hall at Mount Aetna 
camp, watching my Pathfinders file in to 
Sabbath school. 

I saw one girl absent-mindedly chewing 
as she went in. Since Sabbath school is not 
the time or place to chew, I motioned to 
her. At once she spat out the gum—and was 
gracious enough to smile as she did so. 

I tried the same method on my gum— 
and it was gone, completely and cleanly. 
Then I was sure I knew what the text 
meant. To “eschew evil” means to get rid 
of sin completely. Make a quick, clean 
break with all bad habits. 

It’s a good thing to do now as the new 
year begins. If we know in our hearts we 
are not completely on the Lord’s side, if 
we know we are still holding on to some 
things we ought to give up, let’s give them 
up right now. Let’s do good, and only good, 
in 1959. 

Did you ever try to chew a wad of gum 
and a slice of bread at the same time? 


Your friend, 


en Wrxorel 




















Elsie’s Victory — 





By DOLLIS M. PIERSON 


| teacher thinks she can make us go to her 
prayer meeting she’s mistaken!” boasted 
Elsie as she and her younger sister, Vir- 
ginia, sauntered slowly along toward their 
church school. 

“Let’s wait till we see the minister come 
out of the school and then we'll go in,” 
agreed Virginia. 

The girls waited on the corner till they 
saw Pastor Hill leave the school and drive 
hurriedly away in his car. Then they went 
on into the classroom and took their places 
with the other seventh graders. Each morn- 
ing that week the girls followed the same 


procedure, always coming in with a look of 
defiance on their faces. 

Mrs. Ferguson, their teacher, had come 
only a few days before. The former teacher 
had become ill and had to discontinue 
teaching for the rest of the school year. 

“Try to be on time tomorrow, girls,” 
Mrs. Ferguson urged the girls, smiling. 
“You are missing some very good Bible 
lessons and helpful prayer bands.” But no 
invitation or urging brought the girls to 
school any earlier. 

The following Sabbath both girls unex- 

To page 17 


Just when Elsie expected teacher to scold her, she bent down and did something quite different. 
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Down the bushland track with Jerry 


The Insect Hunt 


By KEITH MOXON 


ONE day Uncle Frank took us up to a 
tree and asked us, “How many insects 
can you find on this tree?” Anne and I 
looked carefully, and managed to find two 
kinds of ants and a bee. We were sure 
there were no more. But when we showed 
them to Uncle Frank, he scoffed at us. 
“You didn’t look hard enough,” he said. 
“First, look on these leaves over here. These 
are scale insects. See that sooty stuff? They 
secrete a sugarlike substance, which be- 
comes infected with a black mold, and they 
are covered with it. Second, you missed the 
flowers. Here, let’s see what we can find.” 
Uncle Frank gently pulled down a 
branch. He picked a cluster of flowers from 
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the tree, and Anne and I watched closely as 
he took one of the blossoms and carefully 
tore it open. There was nothing inside! He 
threw it away and opened another. This 
time he found a tiny insect with wings. 

Anne and I at once began opening blos- 
soms too. After tearing apart a couple of 
dozen we had a collection of seven little 
flying insects, four small beetles, and one 
large longicorn beetle. 

The longicorn beetle had two very long 
antennae, which is why it is called long:- 
corn (“longhorn”). “She’s up here laying 
eggs in lots of these flowers,” said Uncle 
Frank. “If we took the flowers apart under a 
microscope we would probably find about 
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three or four hundred eggs laid by all kinds 
of insects.” 

“What are the tiny flies and the little 
beetles doing in the flowers?” I asked. “Are 
they laying eggs?” 

“Some may be doing that,’ answered 
Uncle Frank. “Or else they are feeding on 
the honey. Well, now, let’s look at the 
trunk.” So saying, he took his hunting knife 
and levered up a long section of the bark. 
As he pulled it back at least fifty beetles 
scurried around, trying frantically to crawl 
back ‘into shelter again. Many simply 
dropped straight to the ground, and lay 
there as though dead. 

“Notice what kind of bodies they have,” 
Uncle Frank pointed out. “Practically all of 
them are flat. Big round ones couldn't 
squeeze under the bark. Look! There's even 
a cockroach!” As he spoke, the cockroach 
scurried to safety. I hadn’t noticed it. It 
looked like part of the tree to me. 

And so we spent the next few minutes 
pulling off bark. In no time we found five or 
six hundred beetles, a couple of dozen 
earwigs, a few spiders, five centipedes, and 
some larvae of a certain moth. These larvae 
we found always living in a cup-shaped 
affair made of silk between the bark and the 
tree. 

“Now if we could get inside the wood of 
the tree,” said Uncle Frank, “we would 
find hundreds more larvae like this one liv- 
ing right in the tree itself. The parent insect 


Here is a longicorn beetle like the one Jerry and 








lays eggs under the bark and when they 
hatch, the larvae burrow right into the 
wood.” 

I looked closely at the tree where we had 
pulled the bark away, expecting to see a lot 
of little holes. “No,” laughed Uncle Frank, 
“you'll never find them. The larvae make up 
a paste from the wood of the tree and fill up 
the holes. You simply cannot find them. 
You have to treat the wood a special way, 
and put it under a microscope to see them.” 

“How deep do the larvae go in?” asked 
Anne. 

“As deep as they like. At least two or 
three inches. But even in the depths of the 
wood, they are not safe from their enemies. 
They are chased right down into the tree by 
certain wasps.” 

Of course we wanted to know how the 
wasp did it, and Uncle Frank explained, 
but we had a demonstration almost im- 
mediately. I am still amazed every time I 
think of it. This is what happened. 

A tiny little wasp settled on one of the 
areas where we had torn off the bark. 
When I say a tiny wasp, I mean a tiny one. 
It certainly wasn’t more than half an inch 
long. When Uncle Frank saw it, his eyes 
opened wide, and he beckoned us to come 
very slowly, so as not to disturb the wasp. 

We watched, hardly daring to breathe, 
and would you believe it? That tiny little 
wasp began to unravel a long hose out of the 

To page 18 


Anne found. Across the page are elephant beetles. 
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Chapter Seven: The Strangest School 


WE Harry, now that you are here, 
what do you intend to do first?” Nora 
asked her husband as they sat around their 
campfire. For weeks they had been sleeping 
in their wagon and it would probably be 
some time before they could move their 
beds into a house. Fortunately, it was the 
dry season, and no rain could be expected 
for several months. 

“Of course, I know what you want me to 
say,’ Harry replied, turning to his wife 
with a smile. “Yes, tomorrow I will begin 
cutting poles and getting started with a 
house. But I have another project which to 
me seems almost as important. I intend to 
master this language before I get too tied up 
with running a farm, starting a school, or 
making long trips into the villages around 
us. After I have learned the language I 
should be able to do the other things so 
much more quickly.” 

So the next morning after worship and 
breakfast around the campfire, Elder Ander- 
son went into the nearby woods, ax in hand, 
to cut the straightest trees obtainable to use 
as poles for his house. While he was doing 
this, a young man appeared, stepped up to 
the missionary, and greeted him politely in 
the Sindebele language. He then quickly 
said, “Mfundisi, I have come to school.” 
The young man, Joseph Chonga, was the 
son of the nearby chief. He had spent 
some time working in the mines of Southern 
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Rhodesia and had picked up a little of the 
language spoken there. 

Elder Anderson shook his head. “There is 
no school. There is nothing here yet. Come 
back after a year or two, and there might be 
a school.” But Joseph only shook his head. 

“You are a teacher, aren’t you?” he asked. 

Elder Anderson admitted that he was. 

“Then teach me,” Joseph replied simply. 
He remained with Elder Anderson all day, 
helping with his work. 

When the missionary went to his wagon 
for dinner, he talked the matter over with 
Nora. He didn’t want to start a school yet. 
In fact, how could he? He couldn’t even 
speak the language used in Northern 
Rhodesia. Again he suggested sending Jo- 
seph home. But Mrs. Anderson quietly 
asked if he could remember Jesus ever send- 
ing anyone away. Her husband thought and 
thought, but couldn’t remember a single 
time. 

So there was the first pupil. Elder An- 
derson hoped he would be the only one for 
a long time, since at least they could con- 
verse in Sindebele. But word spread like 
wildfire that a teacher had come and a 
school had been opened. The next morning 
there were five more pupils! 

What supplies did they have? One little 
blackboard, two feet by three feet, and a 
box of chalk. That was all! The teacher and 
pupils could look at one another, but could 
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do little more. They had no common lan- 
guage. The Chitonga language, in fact, had 
not yet been written, nor had one word 
ever been printed. There were no school 
buildings, no benches, no books—nothing. 
Yet each morning that first class sat on the 
grass around the little blackboard while the 
missionary wrote on it, trying to teach them. 
The school grew rapidly. Within a month 
there were more than forty scholars, all 
boys. Girls were not interested in going to 
school in those days. In the afternoon the 
boys worked for their schooling, helping to 
build a house for the missionary, and then a 
building in which the pupils could study, 
eat, cook, sleep, and where they could hold 
Sabbath school and services later on. As an 
interpreter, Joseph struggled hard, although 
he really didn’t know too much himself. 
After working all day, the missionary 
would sit down each night with Joseph and 
one or two other native boys and try to pick 
up some of the Chitonga language. He must 
learn enough words to tell a simple Bible 
story in school the next day. He would 
spend three hours getting that little story in 
his mind, and the next morning he would 
tell it all in three minutes. After a time he 
secured a supply of slates, and then the 


pupils wrote the story on their slates, thus 
getting practice in writing and spelling. 
Then he would make them read back to him 
what they had written. How he did drill 
them on arithmetic! Numbers was an easy 
subject on which to spend a lot of time, for 
it didn’t take the hours of preparation the 
written stories and reading required. 

So all during that first year Elder Ander- 
son was preparing the simple Bible stories 
covering Old Testament history. When he 
had about forty of them ready they were 
printed. What a happy day it was when he 
was able to put the first reader into the 
students’ hands! Then he feverishly set to 
work preparing a second one, trying to have 
it ready by the time they should finish the 
first. It was a vain hope. Long before he had 
finished, the boys completed their first 
reader. He then told them that the white 
man was very thorough in his work, and 
that they must learn to spell every word in 
the book. Soon they had accomplished this 
task. In a final effort to slow them down, he 
said that the white man was very, very 
thorough, and now it was their task to 
memorize the book. Four of them actually 
accomplished this before the second reader 
was ready for them! 


an Ce 
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The Africans had a hard time rounding up the oxen the morning the lions came hunting! 
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At first, Sabbath services were held in the 
schoolhouse, but soon so many people were 
coming that they had to meet out of doors 
in the shade of a tree. One Sabbath after 
service, Elder Anderson returned to his 
house and saw five boys sitting under a 
nearby tree. He didn’t speak to them be- 
cause he was so afraid they had come to 
enter school. Every spot on the floor was 
already taken by boys sleeping at night, and 
not another one could be squeezed in. But 
when he looked out and saw them still 
there at five o'clock, he went with one of 


PAUSE TO HEAR THE ANGELS 
By MILDRED W. BRADLEY 


If all the common folks would pause 

To hear the angels sing, 

And, like the shepherds, spread the news 
That they had found the King, 

Then rulers might decide to seek 

This Man of humble birth. 

Unselfish love could conquer hate 

And bring us peace on earth. 


his teachers, Jacob Detja, to investigate. Sure 
enough, those five boys had walked 150 
miles to attend school. As kindly as he 
could, he tried to explain to them that the 
school was full. The fires had burned off all 
the tall grass used for roofs, so they could not 
put up another building. The rainy season 
would soon be coming, when no one could 
sleep out of doors. The boys listened in 
silence, made no reply, but looked at the 
missionary with pleading eyes. Elder Ander- 
son turned to Detja and asked simply, “What 
shall we do with them? We have no room.” 

Detja dropped his head for a moment, 
then looked up with a smile. “Yes, Mfundisi, 
I know the floor is full, but we don’t have 
anyone sleeping on the tables.” So the five 
new boys entered school and for five months 
slept every night on the tables. 

The missionary had a hard time finding 
supplies to feed so many mouths. African 
boys are accustomed to eating large quanti- 
ties, and their principal article of diet is 
corn-meal porridge. For a while Elder An- 
derson went out to shoot game of various 
kinds. Then he would trade the meat with 
the villagers for grain for his school. But 
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when he found this taking so much of his 
time, he decided to try to buy more grain. 

Hearing that a trader living about forty 
miles away had dried corn for sale, he drove 
his wagon up to his store. On the second 
morning out, just as they were hitching up 
the oxen, suddenly there was a tremendous 
roar from the tall grass near the head of the 
column. The oxen broke formation. The 
boys tried to herd them back in a group to 
the wagon. But two oxen were so badly 
frightened that they broke away and went 
charging through the tall grass. This was 
just what the lions wanted. They pursued 
the terrified beasts with great speed and 
quickly killed them both. The smell of 
lions so close was too much for the other 
oxen, and they stampeded in all directions. 
Fortunately the two they had killed satisfied 
the lions, but it took the missionary and his 
boys many hours to get the scattered team 
together so they could proceed. 

When he arrived at the trader’s establish- 
ment, Elder Anderson found that he had 
gone hunting and would not return for five 
or six weeks. Not willing to return empty- 
handed, he took a full load of grain from the 
store and put it on his wagon. He'left a note 
saying that payment would be made at 
Rusangu, and inviting the trader to come 
and get his money. Back at the mission he 
wrote immediately to Elder Hyatt in Cape 
Town, telling him what he had done and 
asking that the money be put into the bank 
for him in Bulawayo. 

Before he could get an answer from 
Elder Hyatt the trader came for his money. 
Elder Anderson explained that it was kept 
in Bulawayo and gave him a check on the 
bank there, hoping that the necessary money 
would have arrived in time. But the next 
mail brought an alarming letter from Elder 
Hyatt saying that he had not been able 
to send any cash. Elder Anderson then an- 
swered, saying it must be found somewhere 
and sent immediately. The grain had been 
taken, and a good part of it had been eaten 
already. How they did pray that the money 
would get to Bulawayo before the check 
was presented. It did! When the next bank 
statement arrived it showed that the money 
had arrived from Cape Town on January 19, 
1906. The check for the grain had been 
presented at the bank and paid on January 
20, the very next day. Thus did the Lord 
reward the faith of His missionary. 

(To be continued ) 























Man Who Wouldn't Swear 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


ALEXANDER MAJORS wasn’t a mission- 
ary at all. He was a man who ran freight 
to the Far West. Yet many a hand that 
worked with him on the trail said, “He 
sure is a Christian.” 

It was about 1850 when folks began to 
hear about the Christian freighter. His par- 
ents had taken him from Kentucky to Mis- 
souri when he was only five years old. His 
father was a hardy pioneer. Alexander met 
many rough-and-ready trail men in his day. 


The wagon men were surprised to discover that they 
could get along quite well without drink and curses. 
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But he also met his Saviour through listen- 
ing to his parents and reading his Bible. 

When he grew up he announced that he 
was going to drive covered wagons, pulled 
by oxen, to Santa Fe. People laughed. 
“That’s too rough a job for a Puritan like 
you,” they said. 

Alexander Majors set up rules for his 
hired men to follow. They were not to 
drink, or swear, or be cruel to the ani- 
mals. Anyone who broke these rules would 
receive no pay. Men signed up, planning 
to leave him as soon as they got to Santa Fe. 

One of the first things they learned was 
that no one worked on Sunday, which Mr. 
Majors believed to be God’s day. It was good 
to rest, and they learned to like it. Then they 
learned that when they didn’t drink, they 
didn’t get into fights. It was a good feeling, 
getting along with fellow workers. Another 
thing soon became clear. Men who stopped 
to swear about a job didn’t get it done. Now 
they went right ahead and did the job with 
as little fuss as possible. 

They shook their heads in surprise. “One 
thing about a wagon train like this—it really 
runs smooth,” they said. 

In Santa Fe most traders sold their skinny 
oxen at a loss and then had to buy mules for 
the return journey. Mr. Majors’ oxen were 
fine and fat, ready to travel back to the 
banks of the Missouri just as they were. 
The men who had intended to leave felt 
rested and well. Most of them signed up to 
go back with Alexander Majors. 

No one ever went without pay because he 
broke a rule. God blessed the Christian 
freighter and time proved the wisdom of 
his rules. With the help of two partners, he 
built up a business that finally numbered 
3,500 wagons, 40,000 oxen, and the men 

To page 17 
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PHOTOS, COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 


The bicycle race rounds the corner while the crowd and the fair officials watch closely. 


PATHFINDER 





THE DAY THE SUN 
WASN'T NEEDED 


E. S. REILE, Reporting 


The Pathfinder director pulled back the 
flap of his tent, took one look outside, and 
groaned. 

This was the day of the Pathfinder fair. 
The fwst Pathfinder fair, I might say, for 
the Georgia-Cumberland Conference. 

And the Pathfinder director had hoped 
so much it would be a sunny day. 

The fair was being held during camp 
meeting. If the day was dark and cloudy, 
and all the campers got up damp and cheer- 
less, how could the day be a success? 

You had to have sun to get everyone in 
the right spirit. 

But when the Pathfinder director pulled 
back the flap of his tent and looked out, there 
wasn’t any sun. That’s why he groaned. 

That, however, was at the beginning of 
the day. Soon everywhere there was hustle 
and bustle, and the hour struck for the fair 
to begin. 

Here now were Pathfinders parading by 
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in bright and colorful uniforms and pulling 
—or pushing—all sorts of interesting floats. 

“No gloom here,” the Pathfinder director 
observed. 

There were races and contests that the 
adults at camp meeting wished they could 
have a part in. 

“And things seem cheerful enough, here,” 
mused the director. 

The exhibits in the exhibit tent were so 
interesting that the people were crowding in. 

“Nobody seems to notice the weather,” 
the director grinned. “They're having a good 
time anyway.” 

The day came to its close. The Path- 
finder director drew the flap of his tent shut 
and hummed a little tune. “It was a good 
day,” he gloated to his wife. “We didn’t 
need to worry about the clouds. There’s 
something about these Pathfinders that 
makes them shine without the sun.” 

He got into bed, still singing. 

















finder activities. The judges finally decided that 
the Cumberland Beacons had earned the most points 
for the day, and awarded them a trophy. It is not 
hard to see that the Beacons were pleased. Other 
clubs are laying plans to get the trophy next year. 


Here is one of the exhibits the crowd found so in- 
teresting. It was designed by the Atlanta Pathfinders. 
For the parade, Chattanooga entered a float that 
said, “See God in Nature.” Later in the day E. S. 
Reile interviewed Luann Garlan on her club’s Path- 
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QUSAN was by no means the only child 
in the Brent home who was almost 
bursting with curiosity about who was com- 
ing on Christmas “to spend the whole day,” 
as mother said. Joe—even though he hated 
to admit it—was trying every trick he could 
think of to make mother let out her secret. 
When Elaine decided mother was utterly 
uncommunicative, she tried to work on 
father. Mr. Brent threw up his hands and 
said, “How do you expect me to know? 
Your mother has left me in the dark too. It 
must be someone pretty important, though, 
because she has gone to as much trouble as 
if a king or a president were coming.” Both 
father and the children shook their heads. 
How tantalizing could mother be? 

If there was one thing Mrs. Brent was 
particularly good at, besides keeping secrets, 
it was getting the family hustling and bus- 
tling and completely involved in Christmas 
preparation. Inside and out, everyone was on 
his toes. There were wreaths on the doors 
and windows, lights on the tree in the yard, 
tinsel and bells on the Christmas tree inside. 

The day before Christmas mother really 

worked on the Christmas dinner. “I want to 
have all the time possible tomorrow,” she 
told the children, “to sit with the special 
guest.” 
‘ That night the packages were heaped 
high under the tree, and three of the most 
glamorous-looking were labeled, “For our 
special guest.” As Susan and Elaine got 
ready for bed, Susan said, “What do you 
think of mother? Isn’t she about the limit? 
Who do you suppose it is?” 

Elaine shrugged and threw her slippers 
across the room in disgust. “How on earth do 
I know?” she sighed. “You've asked me that 
a million times.” 

Susan yawned and flopped into bed. “I'd 
say it’s daddy’s boss from the office, all the 
fuss mother has gone to. But Mr. Asquith 
has a wife and two children at home, and 
mother wouldn’t ask him to come alone. It 
could be Uncle Seth. He has loads of 
money, and is used to all the best things, so 
naturally mother would want to give him a 
good time. He might even leave us some of 
his money in his will.” 

Elaine rose up on her elbow and almost 
shouted, “Are you suggesting that mother 
would go to all that fuss just to get uncle’s 
money? You know mother better than that!” 

Susan wished she hadn’t mentioned 
Uncle Seth. After all, she did know mother 
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Joe moaned and Susan cried out, “Please say it’s onl: 


a bad dream!” It was 


Mother's Special C 
_— 


better than that. She didn’t want uncle’s 
money. 

The snow man powdered the whole 
world during the night. Elaine woke to the 
ringing of the doorbell at seven o'clock, and 
almost before she had time to wonder who 
could be ringing a doorbell at seven, she 
noticed how hard the snow man had worked. 
The world was superbly beautiful, magi- 
cally changed. She could hear mother talking 
and laughing in the kitchen, and then, as 
she strained her ears a little more, she heard 
a man’s voice. Daddy, perhaps? No, not 
daddy. The owner of that voice was much 
older than her father. She listened again. 
There was something familiar about that 
voice. 

Susan was still breathing heavily. Elaine 
slipped, shivering, into her robe and slippers 
and crept across the floor. She knew how 
annoyed Susan could be if she was awakened 
early. 

As Elaine sneaked toward the head of the 
stairs in the half dark, she bumped into Joe, 
who was standing silently by his door, his ears 
strained. “Who is it?” she asked anxiously. 

“The special visitor,” Joe whispered, and 
his teeth chattered a little too. “What a time 
of day to have a special guest!” 

“He'll certainly find us just as we are!” 
giggled Elaine. “Do you suppose mother 
has taken the pins out of her hair yet? After 
all the preparations she’s been making, im- 
agine her being caught like that!” 

“This is going to be one of the happiest 
days of my life, Mrs. Brent,” the man’s voice 
was saying. 

Even in that half-dark hallway Elaine 
looked completely stricken. Joe’s face turned 








ty it’s only a joke or 





al Christmas Guest 


e - 


about three shades whiter. “No!” he groaned. 
“Oh, no!” 

Both children raced to break the awful 
news to Susan, who by this time had aroused 
herself. They burst into her room. Elaine 
jumped on her bed and Joe grabbed a pil- 
low and threw it as hard as he could toward 
the window. “This is mother’s idea of a 
Christmas surprise!” he moaned, and there 
was no getting away from the fact that Joe 
was angry as well as disgusted. 





“Of all the silly things a mother could 


do,” Elaine scolded, “this is about the 
silliest.” 
“Would you mind explaining?” Susan 


said dreamily. 

“Gladly,” snorted Joe, who by now was 
furious. “That old What’s-his-name from 
up the street. You know, the little old 
shriveled-up guy. Putters around his yard 
talking to his flowers and the butterflies. 
Christian Rosetti. That’s it, isn’t it?” 

Susan sprang up like a shot, as wide 
awake as the rest. “Don’t tell me! No, surely 
you're just joking!” she cried. “Please say 
it’s only a joke or a bad dream.” 

Alas, it wasn’t a joke or a dream, and soon 
Susan realized it was the stark truth. Chris- 
tian Rosetti! To think that of all the people 
on the face of the earth, mother could have 
chosen him! 

Mother was coming up the stairs now. 
She opened the door, with not a curler in 
sight and dressed neatly in a new print 
dress, looking as though she had seen a 
vision. 

“We know what you're going to say,” 
Joe protested rudely. “Get dressed, children, 
and come down to greet our special Christ- 
mas visitor. Don’t keep him waiting. He is 


Joe was so disgusted he grabbed a pillow and threw it across the room. Christmas was ruined! 
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a very important man—Christian Rosetti, the 
greatest poet and artist of all time, the man 
of two centuries.” 

Mrs. Brent just stood in the doorway, the 
color draining from her face. She seemed 
about to weep. She didn’t say what she 
wanted to say, for Elaine had started her 
outburst. 

“Mother!” she cried indignantly, “why did 
it have to be that queer, stupid little man? 
Think of all the nice people you could have 
invited.” 

Mrs. Brent found her words at last. 
Quietly she said, “I do not depend on peo- 
ple of wealth or beauty or fame or position 








PARDON, YOUR MASTER IS SHOWING! 
By JANE E. HOWELL 


I'm sorry to tell you this, my friend, 
To embarrass you this way, 

But all can see you've made your choice 
And whom you follow today. 

In each decision that you make, 
And every word you say, 

In the line of your face, the look of your 

clothes, 

And how you work and play, 

You show the world the master you chose, 
Whether Satan, or Jesus, today. 





for friendship. It is what people are within 
themselves that matters to God, and I guess 
that is what matters most to me too. There 
is something else, too, that you may not 
have thought about concerning this Christ- 
mas business, but you are all getting old 
enough to understand that it is a pretty 
selfish affair in our family.” 

Susan was horrified. “Mother, how could 
you say such a thing? Don’t we all save 
from our allowances and buy one another 
gifts? Don’t you and daddy make all kinds 
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of sacrifices so we will have the nicest 
Christmas a family could have?” 

Mrs. Brent nodded. “That’s just what I 
mean,” she pointed out. “We keep ourselves 
in a tight little family ball, not sharing any- 
thing with anyone, unless it is some of our 
relatives, and there are so many of them that 
no one would miss us if we branched out 


and did something like I have planned for ° 


today. Have you ever thought of the lonely 
people everywhere across the face of the 
earth who have no one with whom they 
can share Christmas?” 

There was dead silence in the room. Out- 
side, the wind was playing a mournful tune, 
and the bough of the apple tree scraped on 
the windowpane once in a while. Mrs. Brent 
got up from where she had sat on the edge 
of Susan’s bed. “Make your beds and dress 
quickly,” she said, and walked out the door. 
For her part, they knew, the discussion on 
charity was closed. 

It was the most delicious breakfast for a 
winter morning that ever a child could have 
wanted, and yet, the three Brents sat 
wooden-faced and almost impolite, munch- 
ing in silence. The old man didn’t seem to 
notice. Perhaps he did, but there was no 
way for Mrs. Brent to know. 

When the breakfast dishes were cleared 
away and the fire was crackling merrily in 
the living room, all the family assembled 
around the Christmas tree. Mrs. Brent 
whispered to Joe that he could hand out the 
gifts and should begin with the ones marked 
“For our special guest.” Joe winced at the 
words. He would not thaw out the littlest 
bit toward the old man. Susan and Elaine 
had just about come to the same decision. 
They’d teach their mother what kind of 
people were acceptable at 22 Grant Avenue, 
Huntsville! 

When all the gifts had been placed near 
the rightful owners, Mrs. Brent asked Mr. 
Rosetti to open his first. Shakily, he un- 
wrapped the largest box. Out of the folds 
of tissue paper came the softest, prettiest 
pink electric blanket, bound with pink satin. 
It was a delightful thing. The three young 
Brents gasped in amazement. Even Mr. 
Brent looked surprised. If he had not ap- 
proved of mother’s choice of visitors, he 
certainly hadn’t shown it. He had made the 
old fellow welcome, Elaine noted. Mr. Ro- 
setti’s face was all aglow. He handled the 
blanket tenderly, rubbing his face in its 

To page 16 
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Why Steve's Spine Tingled 


By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


HE crowds on the street corner were so 

excited that Steve tingled up and down 
his spine. At last someone had stood up for 
American rights. For years now the Semi- 
nole Indians had been sweeping over the 
border from Florida and burning American 
houses, killing American women, stealing 
American property, then skulking back to 
their huts on the other side of the boundary 
line, and no American had dared go in and 
punish them. 

But not any more. Not now that “Old 
Hickory’s” blood was aroused. It had been 
known for a long time that malicious white 
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men had been stirring up the Indians. Spain 
ruled Florida, and again and again Ameti- 
cans had asked her to control the Indians. 
But nothing had been done about it. Now 
at last General Andrew Jackson, who had 
beaten the British at New Orleans, had 
taken the matter in hand. Acting under 
secret orders from President Monroe—or so 
the newspapers said—he had led a fighting 
band into Florida that had set matters 
straight in short order. He had captured 
practically every Spanish fort in the State, 
had chastised the Indians, and even seized 
and executed two Englishmen that had 
been helping to stir up the trouble. 

No wonder Steve’s spine tingled. 

President Monroe, however, was in hot 
water. What Jackson had done was not 
really legal. Spain talked of war. There were 
some long-drawn-out and anxious talks. But 
in the end Spain admitted she should have 
controlled the Indians better, but could not. 
And the end result was that America com- 
pleted the purchase of Florida from Spain 
for about $5,000,000 in 1821. 

It was one of the high points of President 
Monroe's career. The next year he was re- 
elected President almost unanimously. Only 
one member of the electoral college voted 
against him, and he did so simply because 
he wanted it to be said of George Washing- 
ton that he was the only President elected 
without an opposing vote. 

James Monroe was born on April 28, 
1758, in Virginia. At the age of 18 he 
served in the Revolutionary War, later with- 
drew and studied law. Thomas Jefferson, a 
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good friend, urged him to enter politics. He 
did, and had both successes and reverses, 
although there were more successes than 
failures. 

He was sent to France to negotiate the 
Louisiana purchase, but unwisely criticized 
his government openly and had to be re- 
called. In 1811 the State of Virginia elected 
him governor. 

President Madison called him to become 
Secretary of State. Then in 1817 he was 
elected President the first time. 

He is most famous for something he said 
on December 2, 1823. He was making a 
speech to Congress when he declared that if 
any country in Europe sent any ships or 
soldiers to South America to fight the young 
countries there that were trying to become 
free and independent, it would be considered 
an unfriendly act against the United States 
and the United States would go to war 
against that European country. 

This became known later as the Mon- 
roe Doctrine and made the President quite 
famous. 

So he had a part in the Louisiana Pur- 
chase, in the buying of Florida, and in form- 
ing the Monroe Doctrine. He also helped 
lead the nation in the War of 1812. Someone 
has said he was not, perhaps, a great presi- 
dent, but “he must be regarded as one of the 
most useful and successful.” 

It is very fitting that he should appear on 
one of our five-cent stamps. 





Mother’s Special Christmas Guest 
From page 14 


warmth. Mrs. Brent took it from him and 
put it on the table. In the second package 
was a handsome bathrobe, and a pair of 
warmly lined slippers. The third contained a 
Christmas cake and a box of mother’s home- 
made cookies. 

For some reason known only to the Brent 
children they found little joy in opening 
their presents that Christmas morning. Old 
Christian Rosetti had spoiled everything. The 
maddening part of it all was that he was 
looking happier by the minute. The chil- 
dren were very glad when their mother 
told them she wouldn’t be needing them 
till dinner. They put on their warm wraps 
and soon gathered up enough of the neigh- 
borhood children for a good snowballing. 
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Whenever one went back to the house to 
warm up a little, he would see mother or 
dad entertaining the old man. He wasn’t 
left to himself a minute. Once mother even 
had him in the kitchen stirring the gravy 
while she mashed the potatoes. Mother has 
certainly gone the limit this Christmas, 
thought Joe. 

Mrs. Brent knew how to cook. She knew 
how to serve a Christmas dinner. She knew 
how to make a person welcome. Everyone 
was feeling satisfied when the last napkin 
was laid on the table. Mr. Rosetti turned to 
Mrs. Brent and said, “It was a wonderful 
dinner, Mrs. Brent, but it was so much 
more wonderful to share it with a family. I 
feel almost as though these children might 
be my grandchildren.” Joe nudged Elaine 
under the table at the very idea of being 
related to old Christian Rosetti. The old 
man went on, “I had a beautiful wife, and 
five wonderful children in the old country. 
They were all swept away from me one 
night in a terrible flood. There have been 
many times I have wished I could have 
gone with them.” 

Elaine and Susan and Joe sat up straight. 
“Tell us more about them,’ Mrs. Brent en- 
couraged. 

He told their names and their ages, about 
the house where they had lived and, well 
he seemed to tell everything. It seemed too, 
as he talked, that he gradually became a 
human being. In a sense, the children had not 
thought of him as such before. As they 
arose from the table he turned to Mr. Brent. 
“You are a very fortunate man, sir,” he said. 
“You have a good wife and fine children. 
Nothing in life can matter quite as much as 
that. It is hard to be a lonely man.” 

If there had been any ice left inside the 
Brent children it disappeared at those last 
words. Susan offered to wash half the din- 
ner dishes and said that Mr. Rosetti could 
wipe the ones she washed. Elaine washed 
the other half, and Mr. Rosetti helped her 
too. 

When everything was cleared away they 
all sat by the fire and listened to Christian 
Rosetti tell stories of his homeland and of 
his adventures in this new land. It wasn’t 
the warmth of the fire so much that warmed 
their hearts and drew them all together, as 
the warmth of the love they began to feel 
toward an old man who had known so much 
sorrow and loneliness. Mrs. Brent had cer- 
tainly found a special visitor for them this 

















Christmas. The big surprise was that such a 
queer old man could be so interesting, so 
charming, so very human! 

The shadows began to fall across the 
carpet of snow. The lights from the living- 
room window cast a rosy glow outside. Mr. 
Brent gathered up old Christian’s gifts and 
told Mrs. Brent he would go along and 
show him how to work the electric blanket. 
Mrs. Brent helped him into his overcoat, 
and as he was ready to leave, Susan went 
over to him and took him by his gnarled 
old hand. 

She smiled up at him and said, “It looks 
as though we have found a new grand- 
father.” Elaine said, “I hope you will visit 
us often.” And Joe said, “Your stories were 
swell.” Mrs. Brent smiled. It had been a 
wonderful day! 





Man Who Wouldn’t Swear 
From page 9 


who listened to a boss who believed in 
being a Christian every day finally num- 
bered nearly 5,000. 

Alexander Majors wasn’t a missionary at 
all. He was a man who ran freight to the 
Far West. Yet every day he was a living 
testimony to his Lord and Master. Many a 
rough trail man turned to Jesus too. Some 
folks just talked—but this boss proved his 
Christianity! 





Elsie’s Victory 
From page 3 


pectedly decided to go to Sabbath school. 
Neither they nor their parents were church 
members but they had an old grandmother 
who prayed for them and urged them to go 
to Sabbath school. Their home was filled 
with constant quarreling. Elsie and Vir- 
ginia brought that same quarrelsome spirit 
into the Sabbath school. 

The program had scarcely begun when 
Elsie began quarreling with Catherine Win- 
ters. In the hallway afterward she pushed 
Catherine into the wall, hurting her head. 
When the superintendent of the junior di- 
vision reproved her she left the church in 
an angry mood. Next Monday she returned 
to school with the same quarrelsome atti- 
tude. 


Mrs. Ferguson felt sure that Satan was 
doing all he could to undo the good results 
the Week of Prayer had brought to most of 
her students. She decided Satan could not 
gain this victory; but how could she prevent 
it and still keep Elsie and Virginia in 
school? 

Elsie believed that the new teacher’s 
kindness was a sign of weakness. All week 





JMV Morning Watch Texts 


will appear in JUNIOR GUIDE during 
the coming year. See the texts for the 


first week of 1959 on page 19. 











she became more and more bold. The fol- 
lowing Monday morning she shouted at 
Catherine right in class—“If you don’t 
watch out you'll get what you got in Sab- 
bath school last week. Just you wait until 
recess!” 

“Elsie, be quiet!” her teacher commanded 
kindly but firmly. 

Elsie’s face flushed with sudden temper. 
Tossing her head defiantly, she muttered 
under her breath. Just then she felt one 
firm hand laid over her lips and another 
on her shoulder. 

Trembling with anger, Elsie glared up 
into her teacher’s eyes. She could scarcely 
restrain the urge to bite Mrs. Ferguson's 
fingers that were pressed firmly against her 
lips to prevent any further ugly words. Her 
teacher’s gentle voice stopped her. 

“Elsie, if you don’t overcome this terrible 
temper you will never be ready when Jesus 
comes!” Her teacher was whispering into 
her ear. “I love you and I want you to be 
ready!” 

Slowly the teacher released her hands 
from the trembling girl, and bending over, 
she kissed Elsie on the cheek. 

At that moment something happened in 
Elsie’s heart. Being kissed instead of scolded 
when she was angry was something new for 
her. Her anger left and the tears began to 
flow down her cheeks. She was a silent, 
thoughtful girl the rest of the morning and 
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MEMORY VERSES FOR THE 
FIRST QUARTER 


1. “O Lord, how manifold are thy works! in wis- 
dom hast thou made them all: the earth is full of 
thy riches” (Psalm 104:24). 

2. “Both young men, and maidens; old men, and 
children: let them praise the name of the Lord: for 
his name alone is excellent; his glory is above the 
earth and heaven” (Psalm 148:12, 13). 

3. “Let your light so shine before men, that they 
may see your good works, and glorify your Father 
which is in heaven” (Matthew 5:16). 

4. “And then shall they see the Son of man com- 
ing in a cloud with power and great glory” (Luke 
21:27). 

5. “He causeth the vapours to ascend from the 
ends of the earth; he maketh lightnings for the 
rain; he bringeth the wind out of his treasuries” 
(Psalm 135:7). 

6. “But whosoever drinketh of the water that | 
shall give him shall never thirst; but the water that 
I shall give him shall be in him a well of water spring- 
ing up into everlasting life” (John 4:14). 

7. “Before the mountains were brought forth, or 
ever thou hadst formed the earth and the world, 
even from everlasting to everlasting, thou art God” 
(Psalm 90:2). 

8. “When he hath tried me, | shall come forth 
as gold” (Job 23:10). 

9. “And they shall be mine, saith the Lord of 
hosts, in that day when | make up my jewels” 
(Malachi 3:17). 

10. “Wherefore, if God so clothe the grass of the 
field, which to day is, and to morrow is cast into 
the oven, shall he not much more clothe you, O ye of 
little faith?” (Matthew 6:30). 

11. “Consider the lilies of the field, how they 
grow; they toil not, neither do they spin: and yet | 
say unto you, That even Solomon in all his glory was 
not arrayed like one of these” (Matthew 6:28, 29). 

12. “And he shall be like a tree planted by the 
rivers of water, that bringeth forth his fruit in his 
season” (Psalm 1:3). 

13. “The righteous shall flourish like the palm 
wl “¥g shall grow like a cedar in Lebanon” (Psalm 








all afternoon. After school she stayed in 
the room until all the others had left. 

“Would you like for me to erase the 
blackboards, Mrs. Ferguson?” she asked 
shyly. “I'll close the windows for you too, if 
you want me to.” 

Just before she left, Elsie slipped over 
by her teacher's desk and put her arms 
around her neck. 

“I've been such a bad girl today, Mrs. 
Ferguson,” she said with tears in her voice. 
“Can you ever forgive me? I'll never give 
you any trouble again—ever!” 

How happy the teacher was to assure her 
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that she was forgiven. They walked together 
to the teacher’s home, talking like old 
friends. 

That night at home Virginia asked, 
“What made you so late getting home from 
school today? Did that mean old teacher 
keep you in?” 

“No, Virginia, I kept myself in, I guess. 
And don’t call her mean any more, ’cause 
she’s not,” the changed little girl replied. 

“What did she whisper in your ear?” 

“She was telling me that when Jesus 
comes He can never take girls to heaven 
who fight and quarrel the way we have been 
doing, and, Virginia,” Elsie said with deter- 
mination, “I plan to do better.” 

Elsie kept her word! Her changed, sweet 
attitude made the teacher so happy, and the 
schoolroom was a much more pleasant place 
from that time on. 

But the happiest person of all was Elsie. 





The Insect Hunt 
From page 5 


back of its body. It was about the size of a 
horsehair, and came out, and out, and out— 
two inches—three inches. The wasp was 
now on tiptoe, resting one end of the hose 
on the tree, and arching the rest in a great 
curve above itself. 

“What is it doing?” I whispered. 

“That is the wasp’s ovipositor, or egg- 
laying apparatus,” Uncle Frank whispered 

ack. “That is what it uses to find the larva 
inside. You watch what it does now.” 

The wasp began to wiggle the end of the 
Ovipositor around on the surface of the tree 
until it slipped into one of the holes that 
a larva had bored. The wasp had located 
the hole previously with its sharp eyes, and 
it was astonishing to see how that insect 
manipulated the long tube to get it into the 
hole. Inserting the ovipositor took a long 
time. 

The wasp worked very carefully. We 
didn’t stay to see the end, for Uncle Frank 
said that it sometimes took hours. He said 
that the wasp drills its ovipositor down the 
hole until it touches a larva, and then it just 
bores right on into the larva and lays several 
eggs in it. When these eggs hatch, the little 
wasp grubs go to work, and eat out the in- 
sides of the larva they are in. Ugh! 
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JMV Morning Watch 


Keep the Light Burning 
By L. A. SKINNER 


It may be in the northern wilderness 
where blinding snow and numbing cold 
cause hardy trappers to get lost. It may be in 
the African bush where missionaries are 
on safari. The fire is all that keeps the wild- 
life at a distance. It may be along a rocky 
coast where ships depend upon the lights 
along the shore. It is only by keeping the 
light burning that disaster is avoided. 

It is equally true in the heart of a junior 
boy or girl. With darkness pressing in, there 
is safety only when the fires of devotion are 
kept burning. The Morning Watch is the 
fuel that keeps the flame steady. It is daily 
contact with our heavenly headquarters that 
can become the most valuable habit of our 
lives. 

For the last few years the MV Depart- 


ment has prepared a Morning Watch calen- 
dar for junior youth. Special Bible texts 
have been chosen for each day and pre- 
sented in this colorful booklet. In 1959 
these special Bible verses chosen for junior 
youth will appear week by week only in 
the Junior Guide. Watch for them. Follow 
them. They are recommended for JMV So- 
cieties in the schoolroom, for JMV Path- 
finder Clubs, and summer camps. Take time 
to memorize the texts. That will keep the 
light burning. 


JANUARY 
Beginnings 


1. John 1:1 
2. John 1:3 
3. Ps. 25:9 


God was in the beginning 
God began everything 
Guidance for the meek 








That hose was surely tiny. Yet Uncle 
Frank says that it is composed of three 
tubes, one within the other. Just imagine, 
it’s only the size of a horsehair! The two 
outside tubes are a stiff casing that the wasp 
locks together. The inside tube is very soft, 
and the eggs slide down this one. 

We left the wasp, and Uncle Frank 
stepped over to a tree nearby and proceeded 
to cut several big chunks from it with his 
hatchet. He called us to examine the cut 
place, and pointed out a number of large 
tunnels. They were not empty but were 
filled with something that looked almost 
like sawdust. “That’s the fragments of wood 
that have been chewed out, plus a lot of 
waste matter,” explained Uncle Frank. Then 
with the tip of his knife he scraped away a 
few fibers of wood, and pointed to a white 
object lying in one of the passages. 

“That is the pupa of one of the insects 
that dig out these passageways. You can see 
that it cut a passageway to the surface, made 
a hole through the back into the outside air, 
then filled up the hole again with a door 
made of wood fragments. That was done 
when it was a larva. Then it lay down and 
changed into a pupa. If we hadn’t disturbed 
it, it would have emerged as a large beetle. 


You remember the beetle we saw among the 
tree blossoms? The longicorn beetle? Well, 
this is the larva of that beetle that makes all 
these large tunnels. 

“Now that is about all we can see on 
these trees. But that’s not all the insects that 
associate with a tree. If we would dig 
around the roots we would find the huge 
larva of the xylentes moth. And when I say 
huge, I mean huge,” continued Uncle Frank. 
“Do you know how big they are?” 

Both of us admitted that we didn’t. 

“They are seven inches long, and as 
round as a sausage!” 

That staggered me. Why, they were enor- 
mous. If the grubs were like that, what must 
the moths be like! 

“The moths are huge too,” said Uncle 
Frank. “You could mistake them for bats. 
From wing tip to wing tip, they are ten 
inches (an ordinary moth is only one or 
two inches across). The body is about eight 
inches long and not much smaller than the 
sausage shape of the larva.” 

“Wow!” was all I could say. 

“Maybe you've heard of the aborigines’ 
eating wood grubs,” continued Uncle Frank. 
“Well, this larva is one of the grubs they 

o page 22 
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Theme of the First Quarter: "Lessons From God's Great Book of Nature" 





I—How Nature Teaches Us 


(JANUARY 3) 


Memory VErRsE: “O Lord, how manifold are 
thy works! in wisdom hast thou made them all: 
the earth is full of thy riches” (Psalm 104:24). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read Job 12:7-13. Begin to learn the memory 
verse. Read the quotation given below and med- 
itate upon it. 

“Look upon the glorious things of God in 
nature, and let your heart go out in gratitude 
to the Giver. There is in nature’s book profitable 
study for the mind. Be not thankless and reck- 
less. Open the eyes of your understanding; see 
the beautiful harmony in the laws of God in 
nature and be awed, and reverence your Creator, 
the supreme Ruler of heaven and earth.”— 
Messages to Young People, p. 410. 


SUNDAY 
Christ Studied and Taught From Nature 


Open your Bible to Matthew 13. 


“And Jesus increased in wisdom and stature, 
and in favour with God and man,” we are told 
of our Lord’s childhood and youth in Luke 2:52. 
Much of that wisdom Jesus gained from observ- 
ing nature. 

“He found resources in nature; new ideas of 
ways and means flashed into His mind as He 
studied plant life and animal life. Continually 
He was seeking to draw from things seen illus- 
trations by which to present the living oracles 
of God. The parables by which, during His min- 
istry, He loved to teach His lessons of truth 
show how open His spirit was to the influences 
of nature, and how He had gathered the spir- 
itual teaching from the surroundings of His 
daily life.’—The Desire of Ages, p. 70. 

On the mountainside, beside the harvest fields, 
along the lake shore, Jesus in His years of min- 
istry found material from nature with which to 
illustrate the heavenly truths He had come to 
make clear. 
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Read the first part of verse 3 and see what is 
said of His method of teaching. 

Stop for a minute and count up the parables 
from nature that Christ taught in the chapter 
you have open (verses 3, 24, 31, 33, 45, 47). 

For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 19 (1923 ed., p. 17). 

THINK how thoroughly Jesus stored His mind 
in childhood with nature facts and lessons. Think 
of some of the lessons you have learned from 
your own observation of nature. 

Pray to follow His example in.learning from 
the things around you. 


MONDAY 
Job Tells Us to Study Nature 


Open your Bible to Job 12. 


Some of the most beautiful descriptions of 
nature in the Bible were spoken by the patri- 
arch Job. He speaks of precious gems and min- 
erals, of animals, of the clouds in the heavens. 
Chapter 41 describes a beast called leviathan, 
which many think is the crocodile. 

In one of his speeches he turns the attention 
of his hearers to the wisdom that nature has to 
offer. Read verses 7 and 8, 

Man was created superior to the animals and 
birds and fishes, but there are still many things 
that these creatures are able to teach us; and in 
observing them and their obedience to the laws 
of nature, we can learn many things. 

As we observe the creatures God has made, 
we have to acknowledge the wisdom of God. 
Find what Job says about it, in verses 9 and 10. 

For further reading: Education, p. 117, pars. 
2, 3. 

THINK of the many things we can learn from 
the animals and creatures around us. 


RESOLVE to be more observant of these object 
lessons of the Creator. 














J 


TUESDAY 
How David Grew to Love God 


Open your Bible to 2 Samuel 22. 


Before David became a famous king he lived 
an outdoor life. He was brought up on a farm 
with seven brothers, and his job was to care for 
the sheep. Up hill and down dale, David had to 
wander with his sheep, looking for water and 
pasture, keeping a sharp lookout too for ma- 
rauding animals. 

There were times when David would sit while 
the sheep rested and drank from a stream, and 
he would play his harp and sing. The subject of 
his songs was always the goodness of God. 

As he tenderly cared for the sheep committed 
to his care he thought of Christ, the heavenly 
Shepherd, and composed the psalm we have all 
known since early childhood—the shepherd 
psalm, Psalm 23. 

The scenes of nature turned his thoughts 
constantly to God, and in his last words he 
compared the one who is called to rule to a 
familiar scene in nature. Read it in 2 Samuel 
23, verses 3 and 4, 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 637. 

WEDNESDAY 
Nature Teaches Us to Respect Law and Order 

Open your Bible to Genesis 8. 

Observing nature helps us to understand the 
purpose of laws in our life. What confusion 
there would be if there were no laws. How 
would you like to have a seaside home if there 
was no law of nature that forbade the tide to 
come above a certain point, and you were flooded 
every time it chose to come up higher than 
usual? What if you put potatoes into your po- 
tato patch and they shriveled up instead of grow- 
ing and producing new shoots! 
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We depend on nature’s laws being obeyed. 
God made these laws, and they are obeyed. Read 
the promise He made early in the earth’s history, 
in verse 22. 

Jesus once referred to the trustworthiness of 
these laws. He said, ‘‘When ye see a cloud rise 
out of the west, straightway ye say, There com- 
eth a shower; and so it is. And when ye see the 
south wind blow, ye say, There will be heat; 
and it cometh to pass” (Luke 12:54, 55). 

It is only fallen man who cannot be depended 
on to obey the laws of the Creator. So nature 
teaches us to respect and to obey the laws that 
God has given for our good. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 52, par. 3. 

THINK how obedient God’s creatures are to 
His laws. How does your habit of obedience 
compare with that of nature? 


Pray to be just as obedient to His laws as the 
creatures in nature are. 


THURSDAY 
Nature Teaches Us to Minister to Others 
Open your Bible to Luke 6. 


Another thing that we cannot help noticing 
in the outdoor world is the way one thing, or 
one creature, ministers to another. The little 
mountain stream makes its way down to the 
valley, leaving a trail of green where it has 
given life to the vegetation on its banks. It fills 
the sea into which it runs. The sea in its turn 
gives off a vapor that becomes clouds, floating 
through the sky to bring refreshing rain to 
thirsty crops. The sun gives its heat to ripen 
the fruit. The leaves fall to the ground to en- 
rich the soil. 

Everything in nature testifies to the law that 
Christ put into words in verse 38. Read this 
verse and see what He said. 





HIARRY ANDERSON, ARTIST 


Everywhere Adam and Eve looked that first Friday night they saw the beautiful things God had made. 
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The angels, who are “ministering spirits, sent 
forth to minister for them who shall be heirs of 
salvation,” illustrate this law. So we, to live in 
harmony with God, must obey this law of receiv- 
ing so that we can in turn give. 

For further reading: Education, p. 103, pars. 
2-4 

THINK and observe how nature ministers. 


Pray to fit into God’s plan of ministering to 
others. 


FRIDAY 


THINK about these things: 

Why did Jesus teach from nature? 

Where did He study nature? 

NAME at least two great men of Old Testa- 
ment times who studied and wrote about nature. 

NAME some laws of nature. 

TELL some of the ways nature ministers to us. 

REvIEw the memory verse. 





The Insect Hunt 
From page 19 


eat, and it is said to be very tasty. There are 
other moths that live among the roots of 
the trees, called ghost moths. They are al- 
most as large as the xylentes moth, but the 
thing that is amazing about them is the 
number of eggs a female can carry in her 
body. A hen does well to lay one egg a day, 
but the ghost moth lays, not one egg, not 
100 eggs, not 1,000 eggs, not 10,000 eggs, 
but 50,000 eggs, all within a very short 
period of time.” 

“You mean that the mother moth has that 
many eggs in her body all at once?” said 
Anne in a disbelieving voice. “Surely if the 
moth is big, the egg is big too.” 

“No,” said Uncle Frank, “the egg is one 
of the tiniest eggs known, and 50,000 of 
them can fit inside the body of one moth 
and still leave room for all the rest of her 
organs!” 

Now, while I am telling you about beetles 
that burrow into trees, I think I should tell 
you about the elephant beetles. They have 
that name because of the long nose, or 
proboscis, they have in front, and which 
makes them look something like an ele- 
phant with its trunk. On one of our trips 


I saw thousands and thousands of these 
beetles, and all on trees lying on the ground. 
They were boring holes in which to lay 
their eggs. I said thousands of them, and 
that’s what there were. They surely went 
about things in a curious way. Just imagine 
you're with me, watching them as I saw 
them that day. 

Don’t be frightened! They are very slow- 
moving, and will not jump at you. 


Why is the beetle walking around in 
circles on the tree? She is looking for a nice, 
soft spot to start digging. What are all these 
beetles doing standing so still with their 
long noses touching the tree? They are 
digging their holes. Some have dug holes 
deeper than others. This one is almost up to 
her eyes. Now, look, she is lifting her 
proboscis out, and turning around with her 
back to the hole. 


Out comes her long, slender ovipositor, 
or egg tube, and it feels around like an arm 
for the hole. In goes the ovipositor, and 
there—an egg went sliding down the tube! 

Now she is turning around, and the pro- 
boscis goes into the hole again, as it was at 
the first. What is she doing? Putting some 
soft sawdust on top of the first egg. Now she 
is laying the next egg. More sawdust. And 
now egg number three. 

That seems to be all, for she is exuding 
a big drop of thick, milky fluid into the hole 
until it is filled to the brim. Finally she 
brushes tiny fragments of wood and bark 
over the hole. Now, can you find the hole? 
You can’t? But you've watched it all from 
the start. Surely you know where it is. 
No? Well, you are no different from anyone 
else then, for the camouflage is perfect. 

So much for my adventures with beetles 
and wood grubs. I'll tell you about some 
other interesting insects another time. 
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The Christian Home Calendar is continu- 
ally growing in popularity and now, for 
the first time, is being produced by 
the Review and Herald. All illustrations are 
newly created masterpieces. Our beautiful 
Christian Home Calendar for 1959 is now 
ready. Size 11” x 1814”, presenting on the 
four-color cover the beautiful Russell Harlan 
painting of the Christ child in the 
manger. This calendar, the first totally 
produced by the Review and Herald, 
is our finest addition to the long line of Christian Home Calendars. 
Your daily scripture verses printed for the entire 
year are chosen for aptness and personal comfort. 


PRICE 5O CENTS 














ORDER 
NOW! 








Book & Bible House or 
Church Missionary Secretary. 
%& True Sabbath bears witness in glowing red yx Choice Enclosed is $........--....--» Add sales tax where necessary. 


Bible texts for each day y& Styled in four beautiful This is my order for ..............- copies of the Christian 
Home Calendar @ 50 cents each. 








colors y% Dates accented in bold relief for easier read- 
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You will want one for yourself and several to give to friends 


and neighbors. An ideal, thoughtful season’s greeting for loved 





| ones. (If, you wish copies mailed direct to your gift list, include complete 


mailing instructions.) 
e ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 
/ e ‘4 Review and Herald Publishing Association 


Periodical Department Washington 12, D.C. 














Reminders of Greatness—4 


THREE MEN IN A FIRE 


Terrible things happened where this monument 
stands. There used to be a ditch here. On October 
16, 1555, a stake was set up in this ditch and two 
men were tied to it—Hugh Latimer and Nicholas 
Ridley. These men, both preachers, had said that in 
the mass the bread and wine do not turn into the 
actual body and blood of Jesus, although the Roman 
Catholic Church said they did. Ordered by Roman 
Catholic bishops to recant, they said they could not. 
Therefore, they were tied to the stake and wood 
was heaped around them. Latimer burned quickly, 
but Ridley took a long time to die. The fire at first 
burned only his legs and he suffered greatly. Re- 
peatedly he called on God for mercy. At last, some- 
one adjusted the wood, and the flames, leaping up, 
set fire to some gunpowder and his pain ceased. 

Watching the awful scene from a window was 
Thomas Cranmer, once the highest churchman in 
England. He too was a Protestant. The Catholics 
ordered him to renounce his faith. He was old, and 
gave in. He signed a paper in which he said it was 
wrong to be a Protestant, but the Catholics deter- 
mined to burn him anyway. When he was brought to 
the stake, to the great embarrassment of the bishops 
he told the people he really believed the Pore was 
the enemy of Christ. To prove he was sorry for the 
things he had written against Protestantism, he held 
the hand that signed that paper in the flames so 
that it was burned before the flames reached the 
rest of his body. 

At this time, during the reign of Queen Mary | 
(1553-1558), the Roman Catholics burned about 
300 Protestants. After she died, this beautifu! me- 
morial was built in Oxford, England, to honor the 
martyrs. But a far more important memorial to the 
martyrs is the boy or girl who, hearing of the 
faithfulness of the martyrs, resolves that with God's 
help he too will be faithful no matter what the cost. 
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